234             'TWIXT LAND AND SEA
the very smallest of them all. This visual reminiscence
was profoundly disturbing. I knocked at the door
with a faltering hand
Old Nelson for Nielsen) got up from the table at
which he was sitting with a shabby pocket-book full
of papers before him. He took off his spectacles before
shaking hands For a moment neither of us said a
word; then, noticing me looking round somewhat ex-
pectantly, he murmured some words, of which I caught
only "daughter" and "Hong Kong," cast his eyes down
and sighed
His moustache, sticking all ways out, as of yore, was
quite white now His old cheeks were softly rounded,
with some colour in them; strangely enough, that
something childlike always noticeable in the general
contour of his physiognomy had become much more
marked Like his handwriting, he looked childish and
senile. He showed Ms age most in his unintelligently
furrowed, anxious forehead and in his round, innocent
eyes, which appeared to me weak and blinking and
watery, or was it that they were full of tears? . . .
To discover old Nelson fully informed upon any
matter whatever was a new experience. And after the
first awkwardness had worn off he talked freely, with,
now and then, a question to start him going whenever he
lapsed into silence, which he would do suddenly, clasp-
ing his hands on his waistcoat in an attitude which
would recall to me the east verandah, where he used
to sit talking quietly and puffing out his cheeks in what
seemed now old, very old days. He talked in a reason-
able, somewhat anxious tone.
aNo, no. We did not know anything for weeks.
Out of the way like that, we couldn't, of course. No
mail service to the Seven Isles. But one day I ran over
to Banka in my big sailing-boat to see whether there